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1. SHARP GROW THE PRICKLES OH! 


I'll sing you one oh! 

Sharp grow the prickles oh! 

What is your one oh? 

One is one for the son-of-a-gun 
That drives us up the Berg oh! . 

Two two to make the stew 
That keeps us all alive oh! 

Three three the leaders 


Pour for the hostel gapers 

Pive for the bongels at your door 

Six for the six loud talkers 

Seven for the seven peaks too darn high 

Eight for the eight hold climbers 

Nine for the nine now starving 

Ten for the huddlers in one bed 









2. MOUNTAINEER 1 S SONG- . 

Chorus t 

Gather round and sing you mountaineers 
016 ol6 you mountaineers 
Let your song go ringing thro* tile years 
As you sing of... 

Now the right and proper thing 
For a mountaineer to sing 
Is a song of inch by incha¬ 
lt's your feet, it's your back 
And you're in a sandstone crack, 

You're ascending inch, by inch,. 

Now the right and proper thing 
For a mountaineer to sing 
Is a song of foot by foot- 
As you scramble up the pass 
Midst the gravel and the grass, 

You're ascending foot by foot. 

.of yard by yard- 

As you're striding down the side 
Of the Berg at eventide, 

You're descending yard by yard. 

.of mile by mile- 






.of mile by mile- 

As you're driving from the moot 

And the load is off.your feet, 
You're travelling mile by mile. 

.of drop by drop- 

As you wet your thirsty lips 
On the icy basalt drips, 

You're consuming drop by drop. 

.of pint by pint- 

As you tell the setting sun 
Of the climbing you have done, 
.pint by pint. 

.quart by quart- 

As you plan your next affray 
From a thousand miles away, 
......quart by quart. 

3. CLIMBING CLEMENTINF. 


Chorus: 

Oh my darling, oh my darling, 

Oh my darling Clementine, 

Thou art lost and gone forever, 
Dreadful sorry Clementine. 








On a Cogwyn close to Ogwyn 
Where the clouded cliffs incline, 

Stood a climber, fine old-timer 
With his daughter Clementine. 

She was leading like a fairy 
On a hundred feet of line, 

While her father, anxious rather, 
Past belayed his Clementine. 

Prom the cliff top I beheld her 
Thinking oh that she was mine, 

She was lovely from abovely 
Was my climbing Clementine. 

Saw her groping, vainly hoping 
For a hand-hold mighty fine, 

But. alas there was no crack there 
To support my C lenient in e. 

Then the climber, fine old-timer 
Anxious for his Clementine, 

Shouted;"Hi sir, you up there sir, 
Can't you throw my girl a line?" 

Quick as thought I hitched' my nylon 
Round a belay crystalline, 

Standing firm'; as any pylon 
Dropped a rope to Clementine. 



And she grasped it, quickly clasped it: 
Round her slender waist divine, 

Up I drew her quite secure- 
So I saved my Clementine. 

But she rose up, cocked her nose up 
With a glance that chilled my spine, 

"I had no need, sir,on that lead, sir, 
Of your help,"said Clementine. 

So I parted broken hearted 
Prom the hopes that once were mine; 
Gave all hope up, coiled the rope up,. 
Said goodbye to Clementine. 

But the climber, fine old-timer, 

Stood me pots and pots of wine, 

Now I'd rather climb with father 
Than his haughty Clementine. 


4.. WALTZING MATILDA . 

Chorus s 

Waitsing Matilda waltzing. Matilda 

You'll come a waltzing with me 

And he sang as he sat 

And waited by the billabong 

"You'll come a waltzing Matilda with me 
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Once a jolly swagman 
Sat beside a billabong, 

Under the shade of a coolibar tree, 

And he sang as he sat 

And waited by the billabong; 

'’You'll come a waltzing Matilda with: me." 

Down came a Jum-buck 
To drink at that billabong, 

Up jumped the swag man 
And siezed him with glee; 

And he sang as he stowed 

That jum-buck in his tucker bag; 

’’You'll come a waltzing Matilda with me." 

Down came the stockman 
Mounted on his thouroughbred, 

Down came the troopers, one, two, three, 
"Where's that jolly jum-buck 
You've got in your tucker bag?" 

You'll come a waltzing Matilda with me. 

Up jumped the swagman 

And plunged into the billabong, 

"You'll never take me 
Alive" cried he; 

And his ghost may be heard 

As you ride beside that billabong; 

^You'll come a waltzing Matilda with me." 
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5. CEDARBERG SONG . 

(.Tune; "My Favourite Things 1 ') 

edarwood fires so fragrant and sweet, 
rees and great boulders to shelter from heat 
resh mountain water from cool rocky springs- 
These are a few of my favourite things; 

Bedding of slangbos all scented like clover, 
Bright starlit nights watching sputniks fly over, 
Early awakening to mornings like wine 
High on the slope 'fore the sun starts to shine. 
When the rain comes 
And the snow falls 
And I'm-feeling sad, 

I simply remember my favourite things 
And then I don't feel so bad. 



6. WOODSMOKE . 

(Time: fI Lily Marlene 11 ) 

With the scent of woodsmoke 
Drifting on the air. 

And the glow of firelight 
We always like to share, 

Visions of campfire all return 
And as the logs flame up and burn, 

We dream of bygone campfires 
And long for those to come. 

Tongues of yellow fire 
Flickering up on high 
Reaching twisting fingers 
Up to a starlit sky; 

Voices recall songs old and new 
Songs once dear to our fathers too, 
Who dreamed of byegone campfires 
And longed for those to come. 

Gently glowing embers 
Cast a rosy glow, 

Voices slowly sinking 
To tones so soft and low; 

Slowly upon the still night air 
Fall faithful voices hushed in prayer, 
That dream, of bygone campfires 
And long for those to come. 
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7. HAPPY WANDERER . 

I love to go a wandering 
Along the mountain track, 

And as I go I love to sing 
My knapsack on my hack. 

Chorus; Val-de-ri, val-de-ra 
Val-do-ri, val-de-ra 
My knapsack on my hack. 


I love to wander by the stream. 

That dances in the sun, 

So joyously it calls to me; 

"Come join my happy song." 

I wave my hand to all I meet 
And they wave hack to me, 

And "blackbirds call so loud and sweet 
Prom every greenwood tree. 

High overhead the skylarks sing, 

They never rest at home, 

But first like me they love to sing 
As o' er the world we roam'. 

OhI may I go a wandering 
Until the day I die, 

Ohi may I always laugh and sing 
Beneath God's clear blue sky. 





8. THE DIZZY CLIMBER . 

(Time;"Tile Drunken Sailor") 

What shall we do with the "got-stuck"climber? . 
What shall we do with the "got-stuck"climber? 
What shall we do with the "got-stuck"climber 
Early in the morning? 

Chorus; Yank, yank and up he rises 
Yank, yank and up he rises 
Yank, yank and up he rises 
Early in the morning. 

Lock him in the hut when the sun is shining ' 

Get him up at five on a cold wet morning 
Turn him out of doors when the rain is falling 
Chuck him down the scree and roll him over 
Jam him in a crack with the water coming over 
Tie him on a rope and leave him dangling 
Take him up a peak that is fortynine hundred 
Leave him on the' top with a blizzard blowing 
Stick him in a wormhole when the coffee's boiling 
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9. COUNTRY PEAKS . 

(Tunes "D'ye Ken John’ Peel?") 

Chorus: 

'Twas the sound of the start brought me from bed 
As the pebbles crunched 'neath the climber's tread 
Por the leader's "Yo HoJ" would waken the dead, 

As we tramped o'er the veld in the morning. 

D'ye ken Waaihoek with its gorge so deep 
Its cloud-capped peaks and its crags so steep? 

D'ye ken those falls whose waters leap 
With a splash and a roar in the morning? 

Yes I ken Waaihoek and Matroosberg too, 

Ponteintjiesberg, Milner full, in view? 

To be lost on Horseshoe,, or to climb something new 
Is a fine game to play in the morning. 

And here's to our sport a cure for all ills, 

And here's to Matroosberg the pride of our peaks,, 

To each ridge and arete and chimney that thrills 
The soul of the climber each morning. 




Though oft in our vales the cloud lies low, 

And the rain drives fast, we'll not -stay below 
But in wind and in hail, in thunder or snow, 
We'll tie on the rope in the morning. 

10. rJ'S HOT THE-PACK . 

It's not the pack that you carry on your hack 
Nor the straps that cut your shoulders, 

Nor the three day's dirt 

On your one and only shirt that makes 

You think your limbs are growing older. 

It's not the load on the long high road 
That drives away your smile, 

And if the socks of sister 
Raise a blister 

Blame it on the long last mile. 

11 . BELL BOTTOM TROUSERS . 

Chorus: 

Sing of bellbottom trousers 
Coats of navy blue, 

Let him. climb the rigging 
Like his daddy used to do. 
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I was a serving maid, way down in Drury Lane- 
My master he was good to me, my mistress was the same 
When along came a sailor on shoreleave liberty 
And much to my surprise he took liberty with me. 

'Twas at a ball I met him, he asked me for a dance- 

I knew he was a sailor by the way he wore his pants; 
His shoes were brightly polished his hair was 

neatly combed 

After the ball was over, he asked to see me home. 

He asked me for a candle to light his way to bed, 

He asked me for a handkerchief to tie around his 

head, 

And I foolish maiden not thinking him no harm), 

I jumped into the sailor's bed to keep)the sailor 

warm;. 

I knew he was no Sampson but that night he went to 

town, 

He laid me on the bed until my blue eyes turned 

to brown 

And early in the morning before the break of day, 

A tv/clve pound note he gave me and some warning 

words did say 

"Take this my darling for the damage I have done, 

You may have a daughter, you may have a son; 

If you have a daughter then jounce her on your knee, 

If you have a son, then send the basket out to sea. 
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Now come all ye maidens and listen to my plea, 

Don't ever let a sailor get his hand upon your knee, 

I trusted one once and he.put out to sea 

And left me with a daughter to jounce upon my knee. 

12. TAVERN IN THE TOWN . 

Chorus; 

Pare thee well for I must leave thee 

Do not let this parting grieve thee 

And remember that the best of friends must part, 

must part-. 

Adieu! kind friends adieu 
Adieu adieu adieu, 

lean no longer stay with you, stay with you, 

1 1 11 hang my harp on a weeping willow tree 
And may the world go well with thee* 

There is a tavern in the town, in the to?m 
And there my true love sits him down, sits him down 
And drinks his wine .midst laughter free 
And never never thinks of me* 

He left me for a damsel dark, damsel dark, 

Each Friday night they used to spark, used to spark, 
And now my love,once true to me 
Takes that dark damsel on his knee. 
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Oh dig my grave both wide and deep, wide and deep, 
Put tombstones at my head and feet, head and feet, 
And on my breast carve a turtledove 
To signify I died of love. 

13. WEST VIRGINIA SNOW . 

Now way down in West Virginia 
There's a girl called Nancy Lee- 
She's the cutest thing for miles around 
That you ever did see. 

And she lived up in the mountains, 

She lived up in the mountains, 

She lived up in the mountains all alone. 

And if you have ever been there 

You surely must have seen her 

She's as pure as the lest Virginia snow. 



With all his picks and drills, 

And he put her on his pack horse 
And they rode up to the hills. 

And they went up to the mountains, 

They went up to the mountains, 

They went up to the mountains all alone. 
But in spite of his designing 
She made him stick to mining, 

She's as pure as the West Virginia snow. 



there 

Now along/came a deacon, 

With all his ways and wills, 

And he put her on his donkey 
And they went up to the hills. 

And they went up to the mountains etc. 
But she didn't give the deacon 
The thing that he. was seekin' ... \ 

She's as pure as the West Virginia snow. 

Now along there came a cowboy, 

Who thought he'd get. the goods, 

So he put her on his mustang 
And they went up to the woods. 

And they went up to the mountains etc. 
But in spite of all his urgin' 

She still remained a barmaid, 

She's as pure as the West Virginia snow. 

Nov/ along there came a climber 
With all his packs and ropes, 

And he put her on his back 
And they went up t 0 the slopes. 

And they went up to the mountains etc. 
She came down next morning early, 

More woman than a girlie 

She was as pure as the West Virginia snow. 
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Now she's living in a chalet 
In some pretty mountain valley, 

With the baboons and the crows, 

And she's climbing "3?" 's and "6”'s 
And sliding down the screes, 

And the Wv.st Virginia snow can go to HELLJJ 

14. GYPSEY ROVER . 

Chorus: Ah de doo, ah de doo da day 
Ah de doo, ah de day dee 

He whistled and sang till the green woods rang 
And he won the heart of a lady. 

The Gypsey Rover came over the hill 
Down thro' the valley shady, 

He whistled and sang till the green woods rang 
And he won the heart of a lady. 

She left her father's castle gate 
She left her fair young lover, 

She left her servants and her state 
To follow the gypsey rover. 

Her father saddled up his fastest steed 
He ranged the valleys over 
He sought his daughter at great speed 
And the whistling gypsey rover. 





He came at last to a mansion fine 
Down by the river shady, 

And there was music- and there was wine 
For the gypsey and his lady. 

“He is ho gypsey, father dear 
But lord of these lands all over 
I'm.going to stay 'till my dying day 
With my whistling gypsey rover." 

15 . GALWAY BAY . 

Maybe some day I'll go back to Ireland 
But only when my wife has passed away, 

I'll ne'er forget the way she used to nag me 
She had a mouth as big as Galway Bay. 

I have seen her in the bars around by Gladow 
When the barman says;"You're drunk, you have to go. 
When he chucks her out, she doesna speak in Gaelic 
She speaks a language that the clergy do not know. 

Ihave seen her drinking quarts and quarts of Castle 
And then walk home without a blooming sway, 

If the Irish.sea were beer not salty water 
She would swim around all day in Galway Bay. 

On her chest she has tatooed a map of Ireland 
And when she takes her bath on Saturday, 

She will rub the Sunlight soap in well by Cladow 
And watch the soapsuds float by Galway Bay. 







16 • ?he foggy foggy dm . 

When I was a bachelor I lived all- alone 
And I worked at the weaver's trade, 

And the only thing I ever did wrong 
Was to woo a fair young maid. 

I wooed her in the summer time 
And in the winter too, 

And the only thing I ever did wrong 

Was to save her from the foggy, foggy dew. 

One night she knelt close by my side 
When I lay fast asleep, 

She put her arms around my neck 
And she began to weep? 

She sighed, she cried, she damn near died, 

She said "What shall I do?" 

So I took her into bed and I covered up her head 
Just to save her from the foggy, foggy dew. 

Again I am a bachelor and I live with my son, 

And we work at the weaver's trade. 

And every time that I look into his eyes, 

He reminds me of that fair young maid- 
He reminds me of the summertime 
And of the winter too 

And of all the lovely nights I held her in my arms 
Just to save her from the foggy, foggy dew. 




17:. HASTINGS BANDA . 

Chorus: 016 I'm Hastings Banda 
King of all Nyasaland! 

I was born to be crowned in Zambia 
But somehow I have failed, 

Now I'm sad and lonely 
In Gwelo city jail. 

I go to London city 
To see the Queenie there, 

I tell her of my trouibles 
But Welensky he don't care. 

I try to lead my country 
My people say I'm; mad, 

But now I'm in my glory 
As Prime Minister of Nyasaland. 

I go to see Nkomo 
I tell him of my joys, 

We're plotting for the freedom 
Of the South African Kaffir boys. 

When I go to see my Maker 
He'll say ^'Hastings, you've done grand 
You've kicked out all the White men 
And made a b— up of your land. " 
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18. MARGIE . 

My little Margie 

I'm always dreaming of you Margie, 

I'll tell the world I love you 
Don't forget your promise to me- 
I have "bought a home and ring 
And every little thing for Margie. 

You'Ve "been my inspiration 
Days are never blue*** 

After all is said and done 
There is really only one, 

Oh Margie it's you. 

1.9 • IF YOU KNEW SUZIE . 

If you knew Suzie like I know Suzie- 
Oh Oh Oh what a girl 

There's none so classy as this fair lassie, 

Oh Oh Oh my goodness what a chasis! 

At a party she's meek and mild 

But in a taxi, Oh mother dear come save your child! 
If you knew Suzie like I know Suzie, 

Oh Oh what a girl! 

20. MICHAEL ROW THE BOAT ASHORE . 

Chorus: Michael row the boat ashore Alleluia! 

Michael row the boat ashore Alleluia! 
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Michael's boat is a music boat Alleluia 
Michael's boat is a music boat Alleluia 

Sister help to trim the sail Alleluia 
Sister help to trim the sail Alleluia 

Jordan's river is deep and wide Alleluia 
Meet my Maker on the other side. Alleluia 

Jordan's river is chilly and cold Alleluia 
Kills the body but not the soul Alleluia 

21. SARIS MARAIS . 

My Sarie Marais is so ver van my hart 
Maar 'k hoop om haar weer te sien, 

Sy het in die wyk van die Mooirivier gewoon 
Nog voor die oorlog het begin. 

0 bring my t'rug na die ou Transvaal 
Daar waar my Sarie woon, 

haar onder in die mielies by die groen doring boom 
Daar woon my Sarie Marais. 

Daar onder in die mielies by die groen doring boom 
Daar woon my Sarie Marais* 




22. SUIKERBOSSIE 


Suikerbossie 'k wil ;jou h.6... (3keer) 

En wat sal jou mamma daarvan sS? 

Dan. loop ons so onder deur die maan...(3 keer) 
Ek en my Suikerbossie saam. 


Sy kannie kos kook nie, haar kos is rou,.. 

Sy kannie tee maak nie, haar tee is flou 
Sy kannie brood bak nie, dis als verbrou 
Toe wag ek, Suikerbos,nog net vir jou. 

23- ma. 

Ma, he's making eyes at me 

Ma,he's awful nice to me 

Ma, he's almost breaking my heart- 

He's deciding, mercy let his conscience guide him 

Ma , he wants to marry me, 

To be my honey bee 
Every minute he gets bolder 
Now he's leaning en my shoulder- 
Ma, he's kissing mei 



24. OH YOU BEAUTIFUL DOLL . 


Oh you beautiful doll, you great big beautiful doll, 
Let me put my arms about you 
I could never live without you, 

Oh you beautiful doll, you great big beautiful doll! 
If I ever loose you how my heart would ache, 

I'd love to squeeze you, but I fear you’d break, 

Oh Oh Oh Oh Oh you beautiful doll! 

25. SCOTLAND THE BRAVE . 

Chorus; Tow'ring in gallant fame 
Scotland my mountain home 

High may your proud banners gloriously wave 
Land of my high endeavour 
Land of the shining river 

Land of my hope and glory, Scotland the Brave 

Hark where the might is falling 
Hear hear the pipes are calling 
loudly and proudly calling down the glen, 

There where the hills are sleeping 

Now feel the blood a leaping 

High as the spirits of the old Highland men. 





High in the misty highlands 
Out by the purple islands 

Brave are the hearts that beat beneath the Scottish 

shires, 

Wild are the winds to meet you 

Staunch are the friends to greet you 

Kind as the light that shines in fair maidens' eyes. 

2.6. GO TELL IT ON THE MOUNTAIN . 

Chorus: Go tell it on the Mountain 

Over the hills and every where 
Go tell it on the mountain 
To let my People go. 

Who's that yonder dressed in red? 
let my people go. " 

Must be the Children Moses led, 

Let ay People go* 

Who's that yonder dressed in fed? 

Must be the Children Moses led. 

Go tell it on the Mountain 
let my People go. 

Who's that yonder dressed in white? 

Must be the children of the Israelite, 

Who's that yonder dressed in black? 

Must be the hypocrite a turning back. 




27. KUMBAYA. 


Chorus: Kumbaya,my Lord, Kumbaya (3 times) 

Oh Lord Kumbaya. 

Someone's singing Lord, Kumbaya (3 times) 

Oh lord Kumbaya. 

Someone's crying Lord, Kumbaya (3 times) 

Oh Lord Kumbaya. 

Someone's praying Lord, Kumbaya (3 Times) 

Oh Lord Kumbaya. 

28. GREENBACK DOLLAR . 

Chorus: And I don't give a damn about a greenback dollar 
Spend it as fast as I can- 
Eor a wailing song and a good guitar 
The only things that I understand, 

Oh yeah,the only things tha’:t I understand. 

Some people say I'm no-count 

Others say I'm no good, 

But I'm just a natural born travellin' man 

Doin' what I think I should, 

Oh yeah, doin' what I think I should. 

When I was a little baby 

My mother she said:"Son, 

Travel where you will and grow to be a man 





And #lng what must he sung, 

Oh yeah, sing what must he sung." 

Now that I'm- a grown man 
I've travelled here and there 

And I've learned that a hottle of hrandy and a song 
Are the only ones that care, 

Oh yeah, the only ones that care. 

29. JAMAICA FAREWELL . 

Chorus: But I'm sad to say, I'm on my way 
Yfon't he hack for many a day- 
My heart is down, my head is turning around 
Ihad to leave a little girl- in Kingston Town. 

Down the way where the nights are gay 

And the sun shines daily on the mountain top, 

Itook a trip on a sailing ship 

And when I reached Jamaica I made a stop. 

Down at the market you can hear 

ladies cry out while on their heads they hear 

Akey rice,salt fish are nice 

And the rum is fine any time of year. 

Sounds of laughter you can hear 
As the dancing girls sway to and fro, 

I must declare my heart is there 
Though I have heen from Maine to Mexico. 




30. ISLAND IN THE SUN . 

Chorus: Oh island in the sun 

Willed to me by my father's hand, 

AH my days I will sing in praise 

Of your forests, waters, your shining sand. 

This is my Island in the sun 

Where my people have toiled since time begun, 

Tho' I may sail on many a sea, 

Her shores will always be a home to me. 

When morning breaks the heaven on high 
I lift my heavy load to the sky 
Sun comes down with a burning glow 
Mingles my sweat with the earth below, 
a 

I can see/woman on bended knee 
Cutting cone for her family, 

I see man at the water side 
Casting nets at the drifting tide. 

I hope the day will never come 

That I can't awake to the sound of drum 1 , 

Never let me miss carnival 
With calypso songs philosophical. 




31. HOUSE OF THE RISING SUN . 

There is a house in Hew Orleans 
They call the Kising Sun» 

It’s been the riun of many a poor girl 
And me,oh lord am one. 

If I had listened to what mamma said 
I'd be at home today- 
Being so young and foolish poor girl 
Let a gambler lead me astray. 

My mother, she's a tailor 
Sews those new blue jeans, 

My sweetheart, he's a drunkard lord 
Drunks down in New Orleans. 

The only thing a drunkard needs 
Is a suitcase and a trunk, 

The only time he's satisfied 
Is when he's on a drunk. 

He'll fill his glasses to the brim; 

He passes them around, 

And the only pleasure he gets out of life 
Is bumming from town to town. 







Go tell my baby sister 
Never do like I have done, 

To shun that house in New Orleans 
They call the Rising Sun. 

It's one foot on the platform 
And the other one on the train, 

I'm going back;, to New Orleans 
To wear the ball and chain. 

I'm' going back to New Orleans 
My race is almost run, 

I'm going back to spend my life 
Beneath the Rising Sun, 

32. PUFF THE MAGIC DRAGON . 

Choruss Oh Puff the magic dragon lived by the sea, 

And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land 

called Honah lee 

Puff the magic dragon lived by the sea 
And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land 

called Honah Lee. 

Puff the magic dragon lived by the sea 

And frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called 

Honah Lee; 

Little Ja olde Paper loved that rascal Puff, 

And brought him strings and sealing wax and other 

fancy stuff 
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Together they would travel on a boat with a billowed 

sail., 

Jackie kept a lookout perched on Puff’s gigantic, tail; 
Noble kings and princes would bow whene'er they came, 

And pirate ships would lower their flags when Puff 

roared out his name. 

A dragon lives forever, but not so little boys 
Painted wings and giant rings make way for other toy® 
One grey day it happened Jackie Paper came no more 
And Puff, that mighty dragon, he ceased his mighty 

roar. 

His head was bent in sorrow- green scales fell, like 

rain, 

And Puff no longer went to play along the cherry lane- 
Without his life-long friend, Puff could not be brave, 

So Puff that mighty dragon, sadly slipped into his cave. 

33- THE RIO GRANDE . 

Chorus: Then away, love, away, way down Rio, 

So fare ye well, my pretty young gel, 

Por we’re bound for the Rio Grande. 

I'll sing you a song of the fish of the sea, oh.Rio 
I'll sing you a song of the fish of the sea 
And we're bound for the Rio Grande. 
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Sing goodbye to Sally and goodbye to Sue, oh-Rio, 
And you who are listening, goodbye to you, 

For we're bound for the Rio Grande,, 


Our ship went sailing out over the bar, oh Rio, 
And we pointed her nose to the Southern Star, 
And we're bound for the Rio'Grande. 


Farewell and adieu to you ladies of Spain, oh Rio, 
And we're all of us coming to see you again, 

For we're bound for the Rio. Grande. 


I said farewell to Kitty my dear, oh Rio, 
And she waved her white hand as we passed 

Vnd we're bound for the Rio Grande. 


the South 

pier, 


34 ‘I T'S THE SAME THE WHOLE WORLD OVER . 

It's the same the whole world over 
It's the poor what gets the blame, 

It's the rich, what gets the pleasure 
Ain' t it all &. crying, shame? 


She was just a parson's daughter 
Pure unstained was her name, 

Till a squire came a courting 
And the poor girl lost her name. 
So she went away to London 
Just to hide her guilty shame, 
There she met, an Army chaplain 
And again she lost her name. 





Row'he’s in the /Ouse of Commons 
Making laws to put down crime, 

While the victimn of his pleasures 
Walks the streets each night in shame. 

Then there came a bloated Bishop, 

Marriage was the tale he told, 

There was no one else to take her, 

So she sold her soul for gold. 

See * er in 1 er 'orse and carriage 
Driving daily through the park. 

Though she made a wealthy marriage, 

Still she hides a broken heart; 

In a cottage down in Sussex 
Lives her parents old and lame, 

And they drink the wine she sends them, 

But they never speak her name. 

35. WHER3 HAVE ALL THE FLOWERS GONE ?. 

Where have all the flowers gone, long time passing 
Where have all the flowers gone, long time ago? 
Where have all the flowers gone? 

Bone to young girls everyone, 

Oh when will they ever learn, 

When will they ever learn? 
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Where have all the young girls gone, long time passing? 

etc 

Gone to young men every one, 

etc 

Y/here have all the young men gone, long time passing? 

etc 

Gone to soldier every one, 

etc 

Where have all the soldiers gone, long time passing? 

etc 

Gone to graveyards everyone, 

etc 


Where have all the graveyards gone, long time passing? 

etc 

Gone to flowers every one, 

etc,. 


36. OUR FAMILY . 

Chorus: By God, by God 

By God.how the money rolls in. 

My father makes counterfeit money, 

My mother make® bootlegged gin 
My sister sells kisses to sailors, 

By God how the money rolls in. 






My brother's a slam missionary, 

Saving young maidens from- sin- 

He'll save, you a blonde for a shilling, 

By God how the money rolls in. 

My aunt keeps a girl's seminary, 

Teaching young girls to begin- 

She doesn't say when they're to finish, 

By God how the mo -ney rolls in. 

Grandpa has a dagga plantation, 

Granma keeps an opium den, 

My cousin's a wanted bank robber, 

By God how the money rolls in. 

37. OLD MAH RIVER . 

There's an old man called the Mississippi, 

That's the old man I wants to be- 

What does he care if the world got troubles? 

What does he care if the land aint free? 

Old Man River, that old Man River, 

He must know somethin' 

But don't say nothin' 

He jus' keeps rollin', he keeps on rollin' along. 




He don't plant 'tatoes, 

He don't plant cotton, 

And them that plants them is soon forgotten 
But ole Man River he jus' keeps rollin' along. 

You and me we sweat an' strain 
Body all achin' an' racked with pain, 

Tote that barge, an' lift that bale 
Got a little drunk and land in jail-. 

I get weary, I'm sick of tryin' 

I'm tired of livin', and scared of dyin', 

But Ole Man River, he jus' keeps rollin' along. 


38 . THE WAYWARD WIM) . 

Chorus: Oh the wayward wind 
Is a restless wind 
A restless wind 
That yearns to wander, 

And I was bom the next of kin, 

The next of kin to the wayward wind. 

In a lonesome shack 
By a railroad track, 

Ispent my younger days, 

And I guess the sound of the outward bound 
Made me a slave to my wandering ways. 




I met a girl in a border town 
I vowed we'd never part, 

Though I tried my best to settle down* 

She’s now alone with a broken heart. 

39. ABDUL,. THE BULBUL AMBER . 

The sons of the Prophet are hardy and bold,. 

And quite unaccustomed to fear 

But of all the most reckless of life or of limb, 
Y/as Abdul, the Bulbul Ameer. 

When they wanted a man to encourage the van, 

Or to shout "Hull-a-loo" in the rear, 

Or to storm a redoubt, they straightway sent out 
Bor Abdul, the Bulbul Ameer. 

There are heroes in plenty and well known to fame 
In the ranks that are lead by the Czar; 

But among the most reckless of life or of limb 
Y/as Ivan Skavinsky Skivah. 

He could imitate Irving play euchre or pool, 

And perform on the Spanish giutar; 

In fact quite the cream' of the Muscovite team- 
Was Ivan Skavinsky Skivah, 

One morning the Russian had shouldered his gun 
And put on his most cynical sneer, 

When, going down town, he happened to run 
Into Abdul,the Bulbul Ameer. 
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Said the Bulbul/''Young man , is your life then so dull, 
That you're anxious to end your career? 

Bor, infidel know that you've trod on the toe 
Of Abdul, the Bulbul Ameer." 

Said the Russian, "My friend, your remarks in the end 
Will only prove futile,I fear; 

Bor I mean to imply that you're going to die, 

Mr. Abdul, the Bulbul Ameer." 

The Bulbul then drew out his trusty chibouque,, 

And, shouting out "Allah Aklar1" 

Being also intent upon slaughter, he went 
Bor Ivan Skavinsky Skivah. 

When, just as the knife was ending his life 
In fact, he had shouted "Huzza!" 

He found himself struck by that subtle calmuck, 

Bold Ivan Skavinsky Skivah. 

There's a grave where the wave of the blue Danube flows, 
And on it,engraven so clear, 

Is, "Stranger, remember to pray for the soul 
Of Abdul, the Bulbul Ameer. 

Where the Muscovite maiden her vigil doth keep 
By the light of the true lover's star, 

The name she so tenderly murmers in sleep 
Is "Ivan Skavinsky Skivah." 
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The sons of the Prophet are hardy and hold, 

And quite unaccustomed to fear; 

But, of all, the most reckless of life or of limb,. 

Was Abdul, the Bulbul Ameer. 

40. HARRY POLLACK . 

Harry Pollack was a Bolshie, one of Lenin's lads 
Till he was finally murdered by reactionary cads. 

By reactionary cads, by reactionary cads, 

Till he was finally murdered by reactionary cads. 

They sent him 5 off to heaven, a quaking at the knees,, 

"Oh can I speak to comrade God, I'm Harry Pollack please. 
I'm Harry Pollack please, I'm Harry Pollack please, 

Oh can I speak to Comrade God,I'm-Harry Pollack plaase?" 

One day while God was walking, about t.o meditate. 

He came across old Harry, chalking slogans on the gate,, 
Chalking slogans on the gr^e .. .etc. 

They sent him up for trial, before the Holy Ghost;, 

Por spreading dississention amongst the Heavenly Host, 
Amongst the Heavenly Host...etc 

The verdict it was guilty, it wasn't hard to tell. 

They wrapped his nightie round his knees and sent him? 

off to hell 


And sent him off to hell...etc 
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SEVEN LONG YEARS and Harry's doing well, 

He's now chief People's Comissar, in the Super Soviet Hell, 
In the Super Soviet Hell...etc 

The moral of the story,it isn't hard to- tell, 

If you want to he a Bolshie, you'd better go to belli 

41. RICKETY TICKETY TIN . 

About a maid I'll sing this song, 

Sing rickety-tickety-tin, 

About a maid I'll sing this song 
VOio did not have her family long, 

Not only did she do them wrong, 

She did everyone of them in, them in, 

She did everyone of them in. 

Her mother she never could stand, 

And so a cyanide soup she olanned- 

Her mother died with her spoon in her hand, 

And her face in a hide or - yin. 

One morning in a fit oi j/-.uue, 

She drowned her father in the creek- 
The water tasted bad for a week, 

And we had to make do wluh gin. 
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She weighed her "brother down with stones 
And sent him off to Davy Jones, 

And all they ever found were "bones 
And- occasional pieces of skin. 

She set her sister’s hair on fire 

And' as the smoke and flames rose higher, 

She danced around the funeral pyre 
Playing the violin. 

One day when she had nothing to do 
She cut her "bahy "brother in two, 

And served him up as Irish stew 
And invited the neighbours in. 

And when at last the police came "by 
Her little pranks she could not deny, 

To do she would have to lie 
And lying she knew was a sin. 

My tragic tale I’ll not prolong 
And if you did not enjoy my song, 

You’ve yourselves to "blame if it was too long 
You should never have let me "begin. 

42. MOONSHINE. 

Chorus: I’m a rambler, I’m a gambler,I’m a long way from 

home, 

And if you don’t like me, just leave me alone; 

I’ll eat when I’im hungry and I'll drink when 

I'm dry. 

And if whiskey don't kill me, I’ll live till I die. 
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I've been a moonshiner for many long years 
I've spent all my money on whiskey and beer, 

I'll go to a hollow and I'll set up a still 
And I'll brew you a gallon for a two dollar bill. 

I'll go to a hollow in this country 

Ten gallons of wash, and I'll go on a spree, 

No woman to follow and the world is all mine 
I love none as well as I love the moonshine. 

Oh. moonshine oh moonshine oh how I love thee 
You killed my dear father but dare you try me, 

God bless all moonshiners and bless all moonshine 
Its breath smells as sweet as the dew on the vine. 

There's moonshine for Liza and moonshine for May 
There's moonshine for Lou and she'll sing all the day, 
There's moonshine for breakfast and moonshine for tea 
Oh moonshine oh moonshine oh how I love thee. 

43. RYE WHISKEY . 

Chorus: Rye whiskey, rye whiskey, rye whiskey I cry, 

If I don't get rye whiskey I surely will die. 

It's whiskey, rye whiskey, I know you of old, 

You've robbed my poor pockets of silver and gold. 

It's beefsteak when I'm hungry, rye whiskey when I'm dry, 
A greenback when I'm hardiip, oh Heaven when I die. 
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I'll go to yonder hollow and I'll ‘build me a still, 
And I'll give you a gallon for a five dollar hill. 

If the ocean was whiskey and I was a duck, 

I'd dive to the bottom and never come up. 

But the ocean aint whiskey and I aint a duck, 

So I'll play Jack o - ' Diamonds and trust to my luck. 

Her parents don't like me, they say I'm poor, 

And I am unfit to darken her door. 

Her parents don't like me, well my money's my own, 
And them that don't like me can leave me alone. 

Oh whiskey you.villain, you're no friend to me 
You killed my poor pappy, God-damn you try me. 

44. COPPER KETTLE * 

Chorus: As you lay there " '.he juniper 
While the m-j^n was aright , 

Watching the jugs a filling 
In the pale moonlight. 
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Get you a copper kettle 
Get you a copper coil, 

Cover it with new-made cornmash 
And never more you shall toil. 

My daddy he made whiskey 
Isly grandaddy he did too, 

We aint paid no whiskey tax 
Since seventeen ninety two. 

Build up your fire with hickory 
Hickory and ash and oak, 

Don't use no green or other wood 
Bor they'll get you by the smoke. 

45. PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES . 

Private Perks is a funny little codger with a smile, 

a funny smile, 

Pive feet none, he's an artful. little dodger with a 

smile, a sunny smile 5 
Plush or broke he'll have his little joke, he can't 

be suppressed, 

All the other fellows have a grin when he gets this off 

his chest:(shout) Hi 



Chorus: 

Pack up your troubles in your old kitbag, 

And smile, smile, smile, 

While you've a lucifer to: light your fag 
Smile hoys, that 1 a the style- 
What's the use of worrying? 

It never was worth, while,so, 

Pack up your troubles in your old kitbag 
And smile, smile, smile. 

Private Perks went a marching into Planders with his 

smile , his ftinny smile, 

He was loved by the privates and commanders for his 

smile, his sunny smile, 

When a throng of Germans came along with a mighty swing, 
Perks yelled out:”This little bunch, is mine!" 

Keep your heads down and sing...Hil 

Private Perks he came back from the Bosche shooting with 

his smile, his funny smile, 
Round his home he then set about recruiting with his 

smile, his sunny smile,. 

He told all his pals, the short,the tall, what a time 

he 1 d had, 

And as each enlisted like a man, Private Perks said: 

,"Now my lad...Hil" 
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46. THE SOUND OP MUSIC . 

The hills are alive, with; the sound of music, 

With songs they have sung for a thousand years, 

The hills fill my heart with the sound of musie- 
My heart wants to sing every song it hears; 

My heart wants to beat like the wings of the birds 

that rise from- the lake to the trees; 
My heart wants to sigh like a chime that flies from 

a church on a breeze- 

To laugh like a brook when it trips and falls over stones 

on its way, 

To sing through the night like a lark who is learning 

to pray. 


I go to the hills when my heart is lonely, 

I know I will hear what I've heard before, 

My heart will be blessed with the sound of music., 

And I'll sing once more. 

47/. THE ROAD TO THE ISLES . 

Chorus: 

Sure by Tummel and Loch Rannoeh and Lockaber I will go * 
By heather tracks wi' heaven in their wiles; 

If it's thinking in your inner heart, braggart's 

in my step, 

You've never smelt the tangles of the Isles; 

Oh I the far Coolins are puttin' love on me,. 

As step I wi' my cromach to the Isles. 







A far croonin' is putting me away, 

As, take I wi' my cromak to the road,, 

The far Coolins are puttin' love on me 
As step I wi' the sunlight for my load. 

It's by Shielwater the track is to the West, 

By Aillart and by Mora to the sea, 

The cool cresses I aim thinkin* o' for pluck 
And bracken for a wink on Mother knee. 

It's the Blue Islands are pulling me away. 
Their daughter puts the leap upon the lame,. 

The Blue Islands from* the Skerries to the lews 
Wi' heather honey taste upon each: name. 

43. COCKLES AND MUSSELS . 

Chorus:Alive,alive ohi 
Alive,alive ohi 
Crying cackles and mussels 
Alive,alive ohl 

In Dublin's fair city 

Where the girls are so pretty, 

I first set my eyes 

On sweet Molly Malone,, 

As she wheeled her wheelbarrow 

Through streets broad and narrow, 

Crying cockles and mussels alive, alive ohl 




She was a fishmonger and sure 'twas no wonder, 

For so were her father and mother before 
And they both wheeled a barrow 
Through streets broad and narrow, 

Crying cockles and mussels alive, alive ohl 

She died of a fever and no one could save her, 

And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone, 

And a ghost wheels her wheelbarrow 

Through streets broad and narrow 

Crying cockles and mussels alive, alive ohi 

49. LANDLORD FILL THE FLOWING BOWL . 

Chorus; Come landlord fill the flowing bowl 
Until it doth run over, 

For tonight we'll merry merry be (3 times) 
Tomorrow we'll be sober. 

The man who drinks good whiskey clear and goes to bed 

right: mellow (2 times) 
Lives as he ought to live (3 times) 

And dies' a jolly good fellow. 

The man who drinks cold water pure and goes to bed 

right sober (2 times) 
Falls as the leaves do fall (3 times) 

So early in October. 
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The man who drinks just what he likes, and getteth 

"half seas over"(2 times) 
lives until he dies perhaps (3 times) 

And then lies down in clover. 

The little girl who gets a kiss and runs to tell her 

mother (2 times) 

Does a very foolish thing (3 times) 

And seldom gets another. 

50. WE SHALL OVERCOME . 

We shall overcome (3 times) some day, 

Deep in my heart I do believe 
We shall overcome some day. 

Justice will triumph; 

The truth shall set us free 

We’ll walk hand in hand 

All men shall he free 

We are not afraid 


We shall overcome 
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51 . THE CLIMBER*S SONG- . 

(Tune: "The Farmer's Boy") 

When up the slope your weary way you grape, 

And you scramble on all fours; 

When the sun is hot and there's not a shady spot. 

And the perspiration pours; 

Don't move your pack from your clammy clammy back, 
Though the sweat soaks through and through and through 

and through 

Just sing this song as you grope your way along, 

And you'll see what it will do. (Twice) 

When on the face you take your place 
And try to look quite calm; 

When- on the krantz you take a tiny chance and hope 
There'll be no harm; 

When your handholds slip and you tremble on the lip 
Of the overhang below, below,, below, below 
Just sing this song as you make your way along, 

And your troubles all will go. (Twice) 

When snow and ice your feet entice,. 

To Matroosberg's mighty pile, 

And on the snow a glissading you go and you 
Mar your proud profile; 

When with fingers froze and a dewdrop on your nose,. 

You for central heating sigh and sigh and sigh and sigh. 
Just sing this song as you chip your way along,. 

And the Krantz won't seem so high. (Twice) 





At set of sun whpn climbing's done 
And homewards you disperse,, 

Each she-mair feels her "badly blistered heels, 

Each he-man feels his thirst; 

Ahi hut there's the ruh for it''S Sunday and the puh 
Wan'.t let you drown your woea- you Mountain Climbers 
Don't turn pale as you sip your Ad aim's Ale 
And as clubmates homeward go. (Twice) 


. : 

' 









5 L. BIMANY BAY 


Chorus: Send my bail down to Bimany, 

This town is wearisome- 

Get put into jail just for drinking 

Barbado rum, Barbado rum. 

Oh till I go down to Bimany, 

Never get liquor till I go down to Bimany- 
Send my bail down--to Bimany, 

This town is wearisome- 

Get put into jail just for drinking 

Barbado rum, Barbado rum. 

We were three sailors till the day 
Our ship sailed into Bimany Bay- 
We broached a keg we loaded on, 

When we woke up the ship was gone. 

Down in Bimany the other night, 

Seems there was a friendly fight- 
'Twas a lady that caused me grief, 

Her father was the police chief. 

They let me out in 30 (90) days 
I promised I would mend my ways 
One little sip to quench my thirst- 
I should have read the label first. 



54 


They say that Bimany can't afford 
To keep on paying my room and board- 
But I'm anchored here by ball and chain, 

Squeezing the rum from sugar cane. 

5R. CHARLIE / M.T.A . (Met. Transit Authority) 

Chorus: Did he ever return? No, he never returned 
And his fate is still unlearned, 

He may ride forever 'neath the streets of Boston, 

He's a man who never returned. 

Well, let me sing you a song 'bout a man named Charlie, 

On that tragic and fateful day- 
He put ten cents in his pocket, 

Kissed his wife and family, 

Went to ride on the M.T.A. 

Charlie handed in his dime at the Scully square Station, 
And-he knew he had to change at Maine. 

When he got there, the conductor told him one more nickel- 
Charlie couldn't get off that train. 

All night long Charlie rides through the station, 

Crying "What will become of me? 

How Can I afford to see my sister in Chelsea, 

Or my cousin in Rocksberry?" 

Charlie's wife goes down to the Scully Square Station, 
Every day at a quarter past two, 
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And through the open window, she hands Charlie a sandwich, 
As the train goes rumbling through. 

Now citizens of Boston, don't y«u think it's a scandal, 

How the people have to pay and pay? 

Bight the fare increase, vote for Teddy O'Heilly 
Help Charlie off/ the M.T.A. 

5 FOUR STRONG WINDS . 

Chorus:Four strong winds that blow.lonely, 

Seven seas that run high- 

All those things that don't change come, what may; 

But our good times are all gone 

And I'm bound for moving on- 

I'll look for you if 1'im ever back this way. 

Think I'll go up to Alberta • ’ 

Weather's good there in the Fall, 

Cot some friends I can go to, working for, 

But I wish you'd change your mind 
If I'd asked you one more time- 

But we've been through that a hundred times before. 

If I get there before the snow flies, 

And if things are looking good, 

You can meet me if I send you down the fare, 

But by then it would be winter 
Too much for you to do, 

Ana the y/ind it blows more lonely way out there. 





, 54. LIEFDESLIED. 

ek - 

As ek vret en/vrot in die aarde 

En die wurms krio&l oor my been, 

Kom' skop sand oor my graf met jou takkies 

As bewys van jou liefde vir my. 

55. BIG ROCK CANDY MOUNTAIN . 

Chorus: Oh the buzzing of the bees 
In the cigarette trees- 
The soda water fountains, 

Where the lemonade springs 

And the bluebird sings 

On that Big Rock Gandy Mountain. 

On a summer's day in the month of May, 

A burly bum came hiking 

Down a shady lane through the sugar cane 
He was looking for his liking; 

As he strolled along he sang a song 
Of a land of milk and honey 
Where a bum can stay for many a day 
And not need any money. 

On the big Rock Gandy Mountain, 

The cops all have wooden legs, 

The bulldogs all have rubber teeth. 

And the hens lay soft-boiled eggs. 

The farmers' trees are full of fruit, 

The barns are full of hay, 

And I wanna go where there aint no snow 

And the sleet don't fall and the wind don't blow 

On the big Rock Candy Mountain. 


56 . 
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56. DIE GESOEM VAN DIE BYE . 

Chorus: 0, dj.e gezoeim van die bye 
In die lekker turksvye 
Die soda spuitfonteine 
Waar die springbokke spring 
En die blesbokke bles 
En die boerbokke boer in die berge. 

Langs 'n groen doring boom 

Sit 'n k$rel en droom 

Sy gedagtes hoog in die takke 

En hy droom van ? n plaas sonder enkele baas 

Waar 'n man werk hande in die sakke 

En hy droom van 'n land waar die branders brand 

En die trekkers trek tesame 

En 'n brandewyn dam waar die lammers lam 

En die ministers minis met die Vader. 

0, die gebrom van die brommers 

In die lekker komkommers (Or: Op die vrot komkommers) 

Die hordes dronk studente (Or: En die dabberende habl op die 
Waar die akkedisse ak dakke) 

En die kakkerlakke lak 
En die bobbejane bop in die berge. 

0, die gesis van die slange 
Teen die Wolkberghange, 

Die hordes rnoeg studente (Or: Waar die krokkedille krok met- 
Waar die likkewane lik die tande) 

En die aasvoftls aas 
En die mense blaas 

En die knorhane knor in die kranse. 
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57- HAPPY DAYS ARE HERE AGAIN . 

Happy days are here again, the skies above are clear again, 
Let us sing a song of cheer again, 

Happy days are here again. 

All together shout it now, there's no one who can doubt it 

So let's tell the world about it now, 

Happy days are here again. 

Your cares and troubles are gone, 

There'll be no more from now on, 

Happy days are here again. 

58. ARRIVEDSRCI ROMA . 

Arrivederci Roma, goodbye, goodbye, to Rome 
City of a million moonlit places, 

City of a million warm embraces, 

Where I found the one of all the faces, 

Par from home. 

Arrive derci Roma, it's time for us to part, 

Save the wedding bells for my returning, 

Keep my lover's arms outstretched and yearning, 

Please be sure the flame of love keeps burning 
In her heart. 





Chorus: 


59. I'M GETTING MARRIED IN THE MORNING . 

I*m getting married in the morning 
Ding dong the hells are going to chime 
Pull out the stopper! Let's have a whopper! 

But get me to the church on time. 

I've got to he there in the morning 
Spruced up and looking in me prime 
Girls come and kiss me 
Show me how you'll miss me 
But get me to the church on time. 

If I am dancing, roll up the floor 
If I am whistling throw me out the door 
CHORUS 

Kick up a rumpus 

But don't lose the compass 

And get me to the church on time. 

Roh me or jail me 

Stamp me and mail me 

But get me to the church on time. 

Some chap who's able 

Lift up the table 

But get me to the church on time. 

If I'm flying then shoot me down 
If I'm wooing, get her out of town! 

CHORUS 






60. SKYE BOAT SONG . 

Speed bonnie boat like a bird on the wing 
Onward the sailors ,cry, 

Carry the lad that's born to be king 
Over the sea to Skye. 

Loud the winds howl, loud the waves roar, 
Thunderclaps rend the air, 

Baffled our foes stand by the shore 
follow they will not dare. 

Though the waves leap, soft shall ye sleep, 
Ocean's a royal bed, 

Rocked in the deep, flora will keep 
Y^atch o'er your weary head. 

Many's the lad fought on this day 
V/ell the claymore could wield 
Y/hen night came vanquished they lay 
Dead on Culloden's field. 

Burned are our homes, exile and death 
Scatter the. loyal men, 

Yet ere the sword cool in the sheath 
Charlie will come again. 




61* GREEN, GREEN . 

Chorus; Green green it's green they say 
On the far side of the hill 
Green green I'm going away 
To where the grass is greener still. 

I told my Mama on the day I was horn 
Don't you cry when you see I've gone 
There aint no woman goin' to settle me down 
I've just got to he travelling on. 

While I sing; CHORUS 

There aint nohody in the whole wide world 
Going to show me how to spend my time 
I'm just a good living rambling man 
"Now buddy can you spare me a dime?" 

I don't care where the sun goes down 

Where I lay my weary head 

Green green valley or rocky road 

It's there that I'm going to make my bed. 

62. THE FROZEN LOGGER . 

As I sat down one evening 
Within an old cafe 
A forty year old waitress 
To me these words did say; 

I see you are a logger 
And not just a common bum 
For no one else but a logger 
Stirs his coffee with his thumb. 





My lover was a logger 

You don't see them today 

Why, if you poure. whiskey on it, 

He'd eat a hale of hay. 

Now my lover came to see me, 

It was a cold and wintry day 
He held me in a fond embrace 
That broke three vertebrae. 

And he kissed me-when we parted 
He damn near broke my jaw, 

I couldn't speak to tell him 
He'd left his mac indoor. 

I watched my logger lover 
A sauntering through the snow, 

A trudging gaily homeward 
At forty-eight below. 

It tried in vain to freeze hiim 
It did its level best 
At one hundred degrees below zero 
He buttoned up his vest. 

And it froze clean through to China 
It froze to the stars above, 

At a thousand degrees below zero 
It froze my logger love. 


63 


We tried in vain to thaw him (Soh) 

And would you believe it Sir 
We made him into axe blades 
To chop the Douglas fir. 

And so I lost my lover 
And to this cafe I come 
Ajid here I wait till someone 
Stirs his coffee with his thumb. 

63. WITH A LITTLE BIT OF LUCK . 

The lord above gave man an arm of iron 

So that he could do his job and never shirk 

But with a little bit of luck,witha little bit of luck 

Someone else will do the blinking work. 

The lord above made liquor for temptation 
To see if man could turn away from sin, 

But with a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck 
When temptation comes you'll get right in. 

Oh you can walk the straight and narrow 
But with a little bit of luck 
You'll run amuck. 

The gentle sex was made for man to marry 
To share his nest and see his food is cooked, 

But with a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck 
You can have it all and not get hooked. 

The Lord above made man to help his neighbour 
No matter where on land or sea or foam 

But with a little bit of luck?with a little bit of luck 
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When he comes around you won't he home. 

They're always throwing goodness at you 
But with a little hit of luck 
A man can duck. 

Oh it's a crime for a man to go philandering 

And fill his wife's poor heart with grief and doubt, 

But with a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck, 
You can see the blood hound don't find out. 

A man was made to help support his children, 

Which is the right and proper thing: to do, 

But with a little bit. of luck, with a little bit of luck, 
They'll go out and work for you. 

With a little bit, with a little bit 
With a little bit of bloomin' luck. 

64. RAMBLING- BOY . 

Chorus; Here's to you my rambling boy 

May all your rambling bring you joy. REPEAT 

He was a man/and a friend always 
We rambled round/in the hard old days 
He never cared if I had no dough 
We rambled round in the rain and snow. 

In Tulsa town/we chanced to stay 
I thought we'd try/and work one day 
The boss said he had room for one 
Said my old friend "We'd rather bum." 




Late one night,/in a jangle camp 
The weather it/was cold and damp 
He got the chills and he got them had 
They took the only friend I had. 

He left me there/to ramble on 
My rambling pal/now dead and gone 
If when w r e die we go somewhere 
I bet you a dollar he’s rambling there. 

65. LIZA . 

Chorus: Come back Liza, come back girl 

Wipe the tear from- me eye. REPEAT 

Every time I’m away from, Liza 
Water come to me eye, 

Every time I'M away from Liza 
Water come to me eye. 

I remember when love was new 
Water come to me eye, 

There was one ,, but now there's two 
Water come to me eye. 

When the evening starts to fall 
Walter come to me eye 
I need to hear my Liza's call 
’Water come to me eye. 
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Standing there in the market place 
Water come to me eye 
Soon I'll feel her warm embrace 
Water come to me eye. 

In the shadow I stand awhile 
Water come to me eye 
Soon I'll see my Liza smile 
Water come to me eye. 

66. NORWEGIAN WOOD . 

I once had a girl or should I say she once had me 
She showed me her room- isn't it good, Norwegian Wood? 

She asked me to stay and she told me to sit anywhere 
So I looked around and I noticed there wasn't a chair. 

I sat on a rug, biding my time, drinking her wine 
We talked untill two and then she said "Let's go to bed". 

She told me she worked in the morning and started to laugh 
I told her I didn't and crawled out to sleep in the bath. 

And when I awoke I was alone, whispered... 

So I lit a fire, isn't it good Norwegian Wood? 

67 . WOULDN'T 1 IT BE LUVERLY? 

All I want is a room somewhere 
Ear away from, the cold night air 
With fine enormous chair 
Oh wouldn't it be loverly? 
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Lots of choc'late for me to eat 
Lots of coal making lots of heat 
Warm face warm hands warm; feet 
Oh wouldn't it he loverly? 

Oh so loverly, sitting 
Abso-blooming-lutely still, 

I would never budge till 
Spring crept over me windersill. 

Someone's head resting on my knee, 

Warm and tender as he can be 
Who takes good care of me- 
Oh wouldn't it be luverly? 

68. SEASONS IN THE SUN. 

Adieu Emille my trusted friend, 

We've known each other since we were nine or ten; 

Together we climbed hills and trees, 

Learned of love and A,B,C's, 

Skinned our hearts and skinned our knees; 

Adieu Emille it's hard to^die 

When all the birds are singing in the sky, 

Now that the spring is in the air; 

Pretty girls are everywhere, look for me and X # ll be there 
All our lives we had fun, we had seasons in the sun, 

But the hills we would climb were just seasons out of time 
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Adieu Papa, please pray for me; 

I was the black sheep of the family; 

You tried to teach me right from wrong. 

Too much wine and too much song, 

Wonder how I got along; 

Adieu Papa, it's hard to die 

When all the birds are singing in the sky, 

Now that the spring is in the air 

Little children everywhere, where you see them I'll be there 
All our lives we had fun, we had seasons in the sun, 

But the wine and the song like the seasons are all gone. 

Adieu Prancoise, my trusted wife, 

Without you I'd have had a lonely life; 

You cheated lots of times, but then 
I forgave you in the end, 

Though your lover was my friend; 

Adieu Prancoise, it's hard to die, 

When all the birds are singing in the sky 
Now that spring is in the air, 

All your lovers everywhere, just be careful, I'll be there; 
All our lives we had fun, we had seasons in the sun, 

But the stars we could reach were, just starfish on the beach. 

Adieu Emille, adieu Papa, adieu Prancoise, 

All our lives we had fun,we had seasons in the sun, 

But the wine and the song, like the seasons are all gone. 
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69. THERE IS NOTHING- LIKE A DAME . 

We got sunlight on the sand 
We got moonlight on the sea 
We got mangoes and bananas 
We can pick right off the tree 
We got volley-ball and ping-pong 
And a lot of dandy games 
What aint we got? 

We aint got DAMES. 

We get packages from home 
We get movies, we get shows • 

We get speeches from our skipper 
And advice from goodness knows 
We get letters doused with perfume 
We get dizzy from the smell 
What don't we get? 

You know darn welli! 

We got nothing to put on a clean white suit for 
What we need there is no substitute for... 

Chorus: There is nothing like a dame 
Nothing in the world 
There is nothing you can name 
That is anything like a dame. 

We feel restless, we feel blue 
We feel lonely and in brief 
We feel every kind of feeling 
But the feeling of relief 

We feel hungry as the wolf felt, when he met Red Riding Hood- 
What don't we feel? 

We don't feel goodj 
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Lots of things in life are beautiful, but brother 
There is one particular thing that is nothing whatsoever 
In any way, shape or form like any other... CHORUS 

Nothing is built the same 
Nothing in the world 
Has a soft and wavy frame 
Like the silhouette of a dame, 

There is absolutely nothing like the frame of a dame. 

So suppose a dame aint bright 
Or completely free from flaws 
Or as faithful as a bird dog 
Or as kind as Santa Claus 
It's a waste of time to worry 
Over things they have not 

Be thankful fofthings they've got! CHORUS 

There are no books like a dame 
And nothing looks like a dame 
There are no drinks like a dame 
And nothing thinks like a dame 
And nothing acts like a dame 
Or attracts like a dame 

There aint a thing that's wrong with any man here 
That can't be cured by putting him near 
A girly, womanly, female, feminine DAMEi 
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7 0. MAC NAMARA 1 S BAND . 

Chorus: Oh the drums go hang and the cymbals clang 

and the horns they blaze away, 

McCarthy pumps the old bassoon, while I the 
pipes do play, 

Ohl Hennessy-Tenessy tootles the flutes- the 
music is simply grand, 

A credit to all Ireland is McNamara's band. 

Ohi My name is McNamara, I'm the leader of the band, 
Although we're few in number, we're the finest in the land. 
We play at fetes and weddings and at every fancy ball, 

And when we play at funerals, we play the "March in Saul." 

Just now we are rehearsing for a very swell affair- 
The Annual Celebrations- all the gentry will be there. 

When General Grant to Ireland came, he shook me by the hand 
Said he"I never saw the likes of McNamara's band!" 

We wear a bunch-of shamrocks and a uniform of green, 

And I the funniest looking Swede that you have ever seen,. 
There is Brians and Liens and Sheens and Meens-~ from 

Ireland they do come, 

To play in McNamara's band and beat the big base drum. 




71. AG PLEASE DALLY. 
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Chorus: Popcorn, chewing gum, peanuts and bubblegum, 

Ice cream, candy floss and eskimo pie, 

Ag Daddy how we miss niggerballs and liquorice, 

Pepsi Cola, gingerbeer and Canada Dry. 

Ag please, Daddy v^on't you take us to the Drive-In, 

All six,seven of us, eight, nine, ten, 

We wanna see a flick about Tarzan and the Apemen 
And when the show is over you can bring us back again. 

Ag please, Daddy, won't you take us to the funfair 
We wanna have a ride on the bumper cars, 

We'll buy a stick of candy floss and eat it on the octopus, 
Then we'll take the rocket ship that goes to Mars. 

Ag please, Daddy, won't you take us down to Durban, 

It's only eight hours in the Chevrolet, 

There's lots of sea and sand and sun and fish in the aquarium 
That's a lekker place for a holiday. 

Ag please, Daddy won't you take us to the. wrestling, 

We wanna see an ou called Ski Hi Lee, 

When he meets Willie Liebenberg there's gonna be a murder 
'Cos ?lillie's gonna donner that blerrle Yankee. 

Ag pleeeeeease, Daddy... 

voetsaz: 

Ag sis, Daddy if we can't go to bioscope or go down to Durban- 
Life 's a heng of a bore 

If you won't take us to the zoo then then what the heck, else 

can we do 

But go on out and moer all the outvies next door. 
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72. BATTLE HYMN OP THE REPUBLIC . 

Chorus; Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Glory, glory, hallelujaui 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

His truth is marching on. 


Mine eyes have seen the glory of the Coming of the Lord, 

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath 

are stored 

He hath loosed the fateful lightening of his terrible 

swift sword, 


His truth is marching on. 
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I have seen him in the watchfires of a hundred circling camps, 
They have huilded him an alter in the evening dews and damps, 

I can read his righteous sentence hy the dimi and flaring 

lamps 


His day is marching on. 


He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never retreat, 
He is shifting out the hearts of men before his Judgement 

seat, 

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer him, be jubilant my feet! 
Our God is marching on. 

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was bom across the sea 
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me, 

As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free, 
While God is marching on. 
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73. GAMP TOWN RACE'S . 

Chorus? Gwine to run all night! 

Gwine to run. all day! 

I'll bet my money on de bobtailed nag, 
Somebody bet on de bay. 

De Camptown ladies sing dis song 
Doo-dah! Doo-dah! 

De Camptown race track five miles long, 

Ohi.doo-dah day. 

I come down dah wid my hat caved in, 

Doo-dah, doo-dah, 

I go back home wid a pocket full of tin, 

Ohi doo-dah day. 

De long-tail filley and de big black hoss, 
Doo-dah, doo-dah, 

Dey fly de track: and dey both cut across, 

Oh! doo-dah day. 

De blind hoss sticking in a big mud hole, 
Doo-dah, doo-dah, 

Can't touch de bottom- wid a ten foot pole, 

Oh! doo-dah day. 

Old muley cow come on to de track, 

Doo-dah, doo-dah, 

De bobtail fling her ober his back, 

Oh! doo-dah day. 

Den fly along like a railroad-car, 

Doo-dah, doo-dah, 

And run a race wid a shootin' star, 

Oh! doo-dah, doo-dah day. 
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74. COTTON FIELDS . 

When I was a little pretty baby, ) 

My Mamma would rook me in the cradle ) 2X 
In them old cotton fields back home. ) 

Oh when them; cotton balls get rotten, 

You can't pick very much cotton, 

In them old cotton fields back home. 

It was dawn in Louisiana, 

Just about a mile from- a Texacanna 
In them old cotton fields back home. 

Iwas down in Arkansas, 

When the people asked me what you come here for 
In them old cotton fields back home. )2X 

It may sound a little bitty funny 
But she didn't make very much money 
In them old cotton fields back home. 

75 « LEMON TREE . 

Chorus; Lemon tree very pretty and the lemmon flower is sweet 
But the fruit of the poor lemmon is impossible to eat 

When I was just a lad of ten, my father said to me; 

"Come here and take a lesson from the lonely lemmon tree. 
Don't put your faith in love my boy,"my father said to me, 

"I fear that you'll find-that love is like the lovely 

lemmon tree." 
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One day beneath the lemmon tree my love and I did lie 
Agirl so sweet that when she smiled the stars rose in the 
We spent the summer lost in love, beneath the lemmon tree, 
The music of her laughter hid my father's words from me. 

One day she left without a word, she took away the sun 
And in the dark she left behind, Iknew what she had done, 
She'd left me for another, a common tale but true, 

A sadder men but wiser now, I sing this song to you. 

76. LOOK LOMOND . 

Chorus:For you'll take the high road 
And I'll take the low road, 

And I'll be in Scotland afore ye, 

But I and my true love will never meet again 
On the bonnie,bonnie banks of loch Lomond. 

By yon bonnie banks and by yon bonnie braes 
Where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomond 
Where I and my true love were ever wont to go 
On the bonnie bonnie banks of Loch Lomond. 

'Twas there that we parted in yon shady glen 
On the steep steep side of Ben Lomond, 

Where in purple hue' the Highland hills we view, 

And the moon c oming out ■ in. the- gloaming. 

The wee birdies sing and the wild flowers spring 
An' in sunshine the waters are leaping 
But the broken heart it kens no second spring 
Tho' the woeful may cease frae their greeting. 
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77. MOON RIVER . 

Moon river, wider than a mile, 

I'm crossing you in style some day, 

Oh dream maker, you heartbreaker, 

Wherever you're going, I'm going your way. 

Two drifters 

Off to see the world, 

There's such a lot of world to see. 

We're after the same rainbow's end 
Waiting round the bend, 

My Huckleberry friend, 

Moon river and me. 

(Repeat last 2 verses.) 

• 78. POLLY WOLLY DOODLE . 

Chorus; Pare thee well I Pare thee well! 

Pare thee well my fairy fay! 

Por I'm off to Louisiana for to see my Susy Anna 
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

Oh, I went down South for to see my Sal, 

Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day! 

My Sally am a spunky gal', 

Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

Oh, my Sal she am a maiden fair, 1 

Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day, 

With laughing eyes and curley hair 
Sing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 
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Oh! I came to a river and I couldn't get across 
Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

So I jumped upon a nigger, for I thought he was a hoss 
Sing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

Oh! a grasshopper sitting on a railroad track, 

Singing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day, 

A~picking his teef wid a carpet tack 
Sing Polly Wolly Doodle all the day. 

79. A SCOTTISH SOLDIER . 

There was a soldier, a Scottish soldier, 

Who wandered far away and soldiered far away, 

There was none holder with good broad shoulder, 

He'd fought in many a fray and fought and won. 

HeQ seen the glory, he's told the story, 

Of battles glorious and deeds victorious, 

But now he's sighing, his heart is crying, 

To leave those green hills of Tirol. 

.Because those green hills are not Highland hills 
Or the island hills, they're not my land's hills, 

And fair as these foreign hills may be 
They are not the hills of home. 

And now this soldier, this Scottish soldier, 

Who wandered far away and soldiered far away, 

Sees leaves are falling and death is calling, 

And he will fade away in that far land. 
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He called his trusty piper, his trusty piper, 

And bade him sound the lay of Pibrochs sad to play, 
Upon the hillside, that Scottish hillside, 

Not on those green hills of Tirol. 

80. SHOW ME THE WAY TO GO HOME . 

Show me the way to go home, 

I'm tired and I want to go to bed, 

Oh, I had a Little drink about an hour ago, 

And it's gone right to my head. 

Wherever I may roam, 

On land or sea and foam, 

You can always hear me singing this song, 

Show me the way to go home. 

Indicate the way to my habitual abode, 

I&n fatigued and I wish to retire 
I had a spot of beverage sixty minutes ago 
And it's gone right to my cerebellum. 

Wherever I may perambulate, 

On land or sea and agitated water, 

You can always hear me crooning this melody, • 
Indicate the way to my abode>. 







81. SIPPIN 1 CIDER. 


Solo: I walked into (Repeat together) 

A corner shop (Repeat together) 

All: To sip some cider through a straw. 

(Repeat whole verse together) 

The prettiest girl 
lever saw 

Was sippin' cider through a straw. 

Said I to her 

Pretty maid wherefore 

Do you sip cider through a straw? 

Said she to me 

Why can’t you see 

Why I sip cider through a straw? 

Then suddenly 

It occurred to me 

To put that damsel on my knee. 

So cheek to cheek 
And jaw by jaw 

We both sipped cider through a straw. 

The straw it slipped 
The straw it slipped 
And I sipped cider through her lips. 

And now I’ve got 
A mother-in-law 

Through sipping cider through a straw. 
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I've also got 
Ten kids or more 

Through sipping cider through a straw. 

The moral of 
My story is 

Don't you sip cider through a straw l 

82. HAPPY DAYS . 

Happy days are here again 

The skies above are clear again, 

let's sing a song of cheer again, 

Happy days are here again. 

Altogether shout it now, 

There's no one here can doubt it now, 
So let's tell the world about it now, 
Happy days are here again. 

Your cares and troubles are gone, 
There'll be no more from now on, 

Happy days are here again. 

83 . PRERB JAQUES . 

Prere Jaques, Prere Jaques, 
Dormez-vous, dormez-vous? 

Sonnez les matins: 

Sonnez le matins: 

Din, din, don. 

Din, din, don. 
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64 • 0 YOU CAN’T GO TO HEAVEN . 

Chorus: Ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more, 

Ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more, 

Ain't gonna grieve my Lord no more. 

0 you can't go to heaven / on roller skates, ) p „p_ 
Cos you'll roll right past / dem pearly gates. 

0 you can't go to heaven / in a limousine, 

Cos the Lord ain't got / no gasoline 

0 you can't go to heaven / in a Ford Coupe, 

Cos the Lord's got shares / in Chevrolet. 

0 you can't go to heaven / with a bottle of gin, 

Cos the Lord don't let / dem spirits in. 

0 you can't go to heaven / in a woman's arms 
Cos the Lord don't like / dem feminine charms. 

0 you can't go to heaven / as an architect 
Cos the Lord don't want / his mansions wrecked. 

0 you can't go to heaven / by the S.A.R. 

Cos the S.A.R. / don't go that far. 

0 you can't go to heaven / in your birthday suit, 
Cos the Lord don't like / you in the nude. 

If you get to heaven / before I do, 

Just bore a hole / and pull me through. 



85. BY THE LIGHT OF THE SILVERY MOON . 

By the light of the silvery moon 
I want to spoon, to my honey 
I'll croon .love's tune. 

Honey moon keep a-shining in June, 

Your silvery beams bringing love's dreams 5 
We'll be cuddling soon, 

By the light of the silvery moon. 

86 . IT AIN'T GONNA RAIN HO MORE . 

Chorus: It ain't gonna rain no more, no more, 
It ain't gonna rain no more, 

So how the heck can,I wash my neck 
If it ain't gonna rain no more. 

We had the sweetest mother cat, 

It ate a ball of yarn. 

And when its little kittens came, 

They all had sweaters on. 

Now a girl got off the framear 
With her back towards the street, 

Because a fellow said "When she 
Gets off, I'll pinch her seat. 

Last night I saw a funny sight; 

Gee whizz I had to laugh, 

My aunt sat down on her own false teeth 
And bit herself in half. 









The squire was standing by the' fire 
To get the lovely heat. 

But when he left the fire he found 
He'd burnt his country seat. 

Mary had a little lamb 

Its fleece was white as snow, 

She took it up to District Six, 

En kyk hoe lyk dit nou. (But not for long!) 

Mary had a steamboat 
The steamboat had a bell; 

Mary went to Heaven, 

The steamboat went toot-toot. 

Mary had a. little cow, 

She bought it for a tanner, 

But every time she wanted milk, 

She had to use a spanner. . 

87. VIVE L'AMOUR . ~ 

Chorus; Vive la, vive la, vive 1*amour, (3 times 
Vive la Compagnie ! 

Let every good fellow now fill up his glass, 

Vive la Compagnie! 

And drink to the health of our glorious class, 
Vive la Compagnie! 

Let every married man now drink to his wife, 

Vive la Compagnie! 

The joy of his bosom and the plague of his life 
Vive la Compagnie! 
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Gome fill up your glasses I'll give you a toast 
Vive la Compagniei 

Here's a health to our friend and most excellent host, 
Vive la Compagniei 

Since all with good humour you've toasted so free, 

Vive la Compagniei 

I hope it will please you to drink now with me, 

Vive la Compagniei 


88. ALOUETTE . 

All: Alouette, gentille Alouette, 
Alouette, je te plumerai. 
Solo: "Je te plumerai la tete," 

Je te plumerai la tete, 

Solo: "A la tete," 

A la tete, 

Solo: "Alouette," 

Alouette, 

Oh . 

Verse words: 

Le bee 
Les yeaux 
Les ailles 
Le dos 
Les jambes 
Les pieds.. 




89. CONGRESS CAROL . 

(Tune: Hark the Herald Angels) 

Hark theherald angels sing, 

Beechams pills are just the thing 
Move ye gently meek and mild, 

Two for an adult, one for a child. 

Regular administration, 

Just the thing for constipation, 

How can man to art aspire. 

When his soul is not on fire? 

How can man to art aspire, 

When his soul is not on fire? 

90. ROAMIN' IN THE GLOAMIN '♦ 

Roamin' in the gloamin' 

On the bonny banks o' Clyde, 

Roamin' in the gloamin' 

Wi' my lassie by my side, 

When the sun has gone to rest, 

That's the time that we love best 

Oh, it's lovely roamin' in the gloamin'. 

93.• I'VE GOT A LOVELY BUNCH OF COCONUTS . 

I've got a lovely bunch of coconuts 
See them all a-standing in a row, 

Big ones, small ones, some as big as your head 
Give them a twist, a flick of the wrist, 

That's what the showman said. 
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I've got a lovely bunch of coconuts 
Every ball you throw will make you rich 5 
There stands me wife, the idol of me life, 

Singing "Roll-a-bowl-a-ball, a penny a pitch!" ) WT 
Singing "Roll-a-bowl-a-ball, a penny a pitch!" ) ±( 

Repeat from; 

Big ones small ones... 

92. ROLL OUT THE BARREL . 

Roll out the barrel, we'll have a barrel of fun, 

Roll out the barrel, we've got the blues on the run, 
Zing, Boom-,Terarral Ring out a song of good cheer, 
Now's the time to roll the barrel, 

For the gang's all here! 

93•CRUIS ING DOWN THE RIVER . 

Cruising down the river, 

On a Sunday afternoon, 

With one you love, the sun above, 

Waiting for the moon. 

The old accordian playing 
A sentimental tune- 
Cruisiftg down the river 
On a Sunday afternoon. 

The birds above all sing of love, 

A gentle sweet refrain; 

The winds around all make a sound 
Like softly falling rain. 







Just two of us together, 

We'll plan a honeymoon, 

Cruising down the river 
On a Sunday afternoon. 

94. SOUTH OF THE BORDER . 

South of the Border down Mexico way, 

That's where I fell in love 
When stars above came out to play. 

And now as I wander, my thoughts ever stray 
South of the Border down Mexico way. 

She was a picture in old Spanish lace, 

Just for a tender while 
I kissed the smile upon her face, 

And it was fiesta and we were so gay 
South of the Border down Mexico way. 

And she sighed as she whispered "Manana" 
Never dreaming that we were parting, 

And I lied as I whispered "Manana" 

For our tomorrow never came, 

South of the Border down Mexico way. 

South of the Border I rode back one day, 
There in a veil of white by candlelight 
She knelt to pray, 

And mission bells told me I musn't stay 
South of theBorder down Mexico way. 
Ay-ay-ay-ay, ay-ay-ay-ay (Twice) 




95. SWANEE 
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Swanee, how I love you, how I love you, my dear old Swanee, 
I'd give the world to he 

Among the folks in D-I-X-I-E, even know my 
Mammie 1 s waiting for me, 

Down hy the Swanee, 

The folks up North will see me no more, 

When I go to that Swanee shore. 

Swanee, Swanee, I'm going hack to Swanee, 

Mammie, Mammie, I love the old folks at home. 

96. SWING LOW. 

Chorus:Sw ing low sweet chariot . 

Coming for to carr^r me home. (Twice) 

I looked over Jordan and what did I. see 
Coming for to carry me home? 

A hand of angels coming after me 
Coming for to carry me home. 

If you get there before I do 
Coming for to carry me home, 

Tell my friends I'se a-coming too 
Coming for to carry me home. 
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97. THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND .. 

Chorus; This land is your land, this land is my land, 
From Table Mountain to the Limpopo valley, 

From the Knysna forests to the Kalahari, 

This land was made for you and me. 

I roamed and rambled and followed my footsteps 
To the sparkling sands of the diamond deserts 
And all around a voice was singing 
This land was made for you and me. 

As I was walking that ribbon of a highway 
I saw above me the endless skyway 
I saw below me the golden valleys- 
This land was made for you and me. 

As the sun was shining and I was strolling 

And the wheat was waving and the dust clouds rolling 

As the cloud was lifting a voice was saying 

This land was made for you and me. 

98. TIB MB KANGAROO DOWN SPORT . 

Chorus; Tie me kangaroo down sport,)^vice. 

Tie me kangaroo down. ) 

Watch me wallaby's feet mate 
Watch ae wallaby's feet, 

They've got a dangerous beat mate, 

So watch me wallaby's feet. 




Mind me platypus duck,Bill 
Mind me platypus duck. 

Don't let him go running amuck Bill, 

Just mind me platypus duck. 

Let me Abos go loose, Juice, 

Let me Abos go loose, 

They're of no further use, Juice, 

So let me Abos go loose. 

Play a didgeridoo, Blue, 

Oh play a didgeroo, 

Keep on playing till I shoot through, Blue, 
Oh play a didgeridoo. 

Tan me a hide when I'm dead,Bred, 

Tan me a hide when I'm dead. 

So we tanned his hide when he died, Clyde, 
That's it hanging on the shed. 

99. TOM DOOLEY . 

Chorus s Hang down j^our head, Tom Dooley, 
Hang down your head and cry, 

Hang down your head, Tom Dooley, 
Poor boy, you're bound to die. 
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Met her on the mountain, 

There I took her life, 

Met her on themountain, 

Stabbed her with a knife. 

This time tomorrow, 

Reckon where I’ll be, 

If it hadn't been for Grayson, 

I'd have been in Tennessee. 

This time tomorrow, 

Reckon where I'll be, 

Down in some lonesome valley, 

Hanging from a wild oak tree. 

100 • THE UNICORN. 

Chorus: There were lots of alligators, plenty of geese 
Some humpy backed camels and some chimpanzees, 
Cats and rats and elephants, but sure as you're 

born, 

The lovliest of all was the unicorn. 

A long time ago when the earth was green, 

There were more kinds of animals than you've ever seen, 
Thejr roamed around free when the earth was being born, 
But the lovliest of all was the unicorn. 

Now the Lord saw such sinning that it caused him pain 
He said:"Stand back, I'm gonna make it rain, 

Now, brother Noah, I'll tell you what to do, 

Go out and build me a floating zoo. Get me.... 
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Now Noah was there and he answered the calling, 

He finished off the Ark just as the rain started falling, 

He led the animals in two by two 

And shouted out as they went through.(NO CHORUS) 

Hi lord, I got you two alligators, a couple of geese, 

Two humpy hacked camels and two chimpanzees, 

Two cats,two rats, two elephants, hut lord, 

I'nr. so folorn, 

I just couldn’t find a unicorn.(NO CHORUS) 

Then Noah looked out across the driving rains 

The unicorns were hiding, they were playing silly games, 

Kicking and splashing while the rain was falling, 

They just couldn't hear old Noah calling.(NO CHORUS) 

Then the ark started floating and drifting with the tide, 
The unicorns looked up from their rock and they cried, 
Then the water rose and sort of floated them away, 

That's why you'll see no unicorns today. 

But you'll see lots of alligators.... 

101. VBR IN DIE OU KALAHARI . 

Ver in die ou Kalahari 
Tot daar hy die Malopo 
Gee my die ou Kalahari 
Die ou Kalahari ho. 

Wyd IS die eindlose vlaktes 
KameeIdoring hoom en sand 
Eensame vreedsame wSreld 
Bis die ou Kalahari land. 



Somerbessies sing in die bosse 
Die hit-tig e son vepsmaai 
Eooi Afrikaner osse 
Sien jy om elke draai. 

Ver in die ouKalahari 
Daar sing die boere so 
"Gee my die ou Kalahari 
Die on Kalahari bo." 

102. WANDELLIED . 

As ek moeg word vir die lewe in die stad 
Dok my die wandelpad; 

In die veld pluk ek 'n wandelstaf 
Van die naaste doringboompie af, 

En sing my wandellied. (Twice) 

Of ek luister na my eie voeteval 
Op pad oor berg en dal, 

Dan's ek weer die eensaam wandelaar 
Na die lekker landstreek wie weet waar, 

'n Swerwer lewenslank. (Twice) 

En die blon plafon wat oor die velde strek 
Sal saans my sluimer dek, 

En die sterreheer sal kom en gaan 
Oor die maanverligte hemelbaan, 

En vrindlik wink vir my. (Twice) 
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i°3• THE GREEN GRASS GREW ALL AROUND . 

The green grass grew all around and around 
The green grass grew all around. 

Solo: Nov; in the ground (Repeat together) 

Solo: There was a little hole (Repeat together) 

Solo: The prettiest little hole (Repeat together) 

Solo: That you ever did see. (Repeat together) 

The hole in the ground and the green grass grew all around. 

Solo: Now in that hole (Repeat together) 

Solo: There was a little dirt (Repeat together) 

Solo: The prettiest little dirt (Repeat together) 

Solo: That you ever did see. (Repeat together) 

The dirt in the hole and the hole in the ground and 
the green grass grew all around. 

Now in that dirt 
There was a little seed 
The prettiest little seed 
That you ever did see. 

The seed in the dirt, and the dirt in the hole, and 
the hole in the ground and the green grass grew 
all around. 


Sing as above 




Now on that seed 

There was a little’ root etc 

And from that root 

There was a little stem etc 

And from that stem 
There was a little branch 

And on that branch 
There was a little-nest 

And in that nest 
There was a little bird 

And on that bird 

There was a little feather 

And on that feather 
There was a little bug 

And on that bug 

There was a little jacket 

And on that jacket 
There was a little button 

And in that button 
There was a little hole 

And in that hole 
There was a little dirt. 
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10 4. ON ILKLEY MOOR BAHT ' AT ♦ 

Where 'as thou been since ah saw thee? 

On Ilkley Moor baht'at 

Where 'as thou been since ah saw thee ) 

Where 'as thou been since ah saw thee ) Sing as a round 
Where 'as thou been since I saw thee ) 

On Ilkley Moor baht'at ? (Three times) 

Tha's been a courting Mary Jane 

On Ilkley Moor Baht'at 

Tha's been a courting Mary Jane ) 

Tha's been a courting Mary Jane ) Sing as a round 
Tha's been a courting Mary Jane ) 

On Ilkley Moor baht'at ? (Three times) 

Tha'll go and get thi death o' cowld. 

Then we shall ha' to bury thee. 

Then t'woims'll come an' ate thee up. 

Then t'ducks'll come and ate up t'wolms. 

Then we shall go and ate up duck. 

Then we shall all have etten thee. 

That's where we get our oahn back. 





105. SIDE BY SIDE * 

Oh we ain't got a "barrel of money 
Maybe we're ragged and fanny 
But we travel a Dong 
Singing this song 
Side by side. 

Oh we don't know what's coming tomorrow 

Maybe it f s trouble and sorrow 

But we travel the road 

Sharin' our load 

Side by side. 

Thru' all kinds of weather 
What if the skies should fall 
Just as long as we're together 
It doesn't matter at all. 

They've all had their quarrels and parted 

We'll be the same as we started 

Just travelling along 

Singing a song 

Side by side. 

106 • PHD ANSWER IS BLOWING- IN THE WIND . 

How many roads must a man walk down 
Before they call him a man? 

How many seas must a white yacht sail 
■Before she sleeps in the sand? 






How many times must the cannon halls fly 
Before they forever die? 

The answer my friend is blowing in the wind 
The answer is blowing in the wind. 

How many years must a mountain exist 
Before it is washed to the sea? 

How many years can some people exist 
Before they're allowed to be free? 

How many times can a man turn his head 
And pretend that he just doesn't see? 

The answer my friend is blowing in the wind 
The answer is blowing in the wind. 

How many times must a man look up 
Before he can see the sky? 

How many tears must one man have 
Before he can hear people cry? 

How many deaths will it take till he knows 
That too many people have died? 

The answer my friend is blowing in the wind 
The answer is blowing in the wind. 

107. CATCH THE WIND. 

In the chilly hours and minutes of uncertainty 
I just want to be in the warm hold of your love 

and mine. 

To feel your arms around me and take your hand 

along the sand 

Oh, on 4 .- 1 might a.s well try and catch the wind. 
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When sundown pales the sky, I want to hide awhile behind 

your smile 

And everywhere I look your eyes I'll find 

For me to love you now would he thesweetest thing, fwould 

make me sing, 

Oh, hut I may as well try to catch the wind. 

When the raih Has hung the leaves with tears 

I want you near to kill.my fears 

And to help leave all my hlues behind 

Standing in your heart is where I want to he and long to h 
Oh, hut I might as well try to catch the wind. 

10 8 . DONE LAID AROUND . 

Done laid around, done stayed around, 

'This old town too. long. 

Summer's almost gone- summer's almost gone 
Done laid around, done stayed around 
This old town too long, 

And I feel I want to travel on. 

Done waited here for most a year, • . ■ 

Waiting forthe sun to snine 

Hoping you'd change your mind- hoping you'd change 

your mind, 

Done waited here for most a year 
And I feel like I want to travel on. 
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There's a lonesome freight at 608, 
t Coming through this town, 

I'll he homeward bound-I'll he homeward hound 
There's a lonesome freight at 608 
- Coming through this town 

And I feel I want to travel on. 

The chilly winds will soon he here 
And I'll be on my way 

Going lonesome way- going home to stay, 

The chilly winds will soon he here 
And I'll he on my way 
For I feel I want to travel on. 

Repeat first verse. 

lC^. FIVE HUNDRED MILES . 

If you miss thetrain I'm on 
You will know that I am gone 
You can hear thewhistle blow 
A hundred miles. 

Ahundred miles 
A hundred miles 
«* A hundred miles 

«. A hundred miles 

You can hear thewhistle blow 
A hundred miles. 



lord I'm one 
lord I'm two 
Lord I'm three 
Lord I'm four 

Lord I'm five hundred miles 
Prom my home. 

Not a shirt on my hack 
Not a penny to my name 
Lofd I can't go hack home 
This-a-way. 

This-a-way 

This-a-way 

This-a-way 

Oh, this-a-way 

Lord I can't go hack home 

This-a-way. 

Repeat first verse. 

llQ. I KNOW WHERE I'M GOING- 

I know where I'm going, 

And I know who's going with me 

I know who I love 

But thedevil knows who I'll marry 

Leather beds are soft 

And painted rooms are manly, 

But I would trade them all 
Por my lovely Windsor Monney. 


102 


t 





103 


t 


I’d have stockings of silk 
And shoes of bright green leather 
Combs to buckle in my hair 
And a ring for every finger. 

Some■say she’s grand 
But I say she’s bonny, 

Fairest of them all 
Is my lovely Windsor Monney. 

Repeat verse one. 


111. IF I HAD A HAMMER. 


If I had a hammer, I'd hammer in the morning, 
I'd hammer in the evening, all over this land, 
I'd hammer out danger, I'd hammer out a warning 
I'd hammer out a love between my brothers and 

my sisters, 


All, all over this land. 
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If I had a bell, I'd ring it ih the morning, 

I'd ring it in the evening, all over this land, 
I'd ring out danger, I'd ring out a warning, 

I'd ring out a love between my brothers and my 

sisters, 


All, all over this land 
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If I had a song, I'd sing it in the morning, 

I'd sing it in the evening, all over this land, 

I'd sing about a danger, I'd sing out a warning, 

I'd sing about a love between my brothers and my sisters 
All, all over this land. 

Well, I got a hammer, and I got a bell, 

And I got a song to sing all over this land. 

It's thehammer of justice, it's the bell of freedom, 

It's a song about love between my brothers and my sisters, 
All,all over this land. 

122 * worn! soho . 

Chorus; Ahoo, ahoo, ahoo, ahoo, 

Ahoo, ahoo, ahoo, ahoo, 

Have you ever thought as a hearse goes by, 

That one fine day you will have to die? 

They put you in a clean white shirt, 

And cover you over with lots of dirt. 

They put you in a hole so deep, 

And all your relatives stand around and weep. 

The worms crawl in, the worms crawl out, 

They crawl in thin, they crawl out stout. 

They bring their friends, their friends' friends too, 

They make a horrible mess of you. 

Your eyes fall in, your teeth fall out, 

Your brains come trickling down your snout. 
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The woman to the doctor said 

Will I look like that when I am dead? 

The doctor to the woman said 

Yes you’ll look like that when you are dead. 

The woman to the doctor said, 

(SCREAM!) 

113- ROPES AND SLINGS AND KRABS ARE THINGS. 

With ropes and slings and krais and things, ),, + 

Halloo, halloo jRepeat 

With ropes and slings and krabs and things 
All you need is a pair of wings 
And we all come tumbling down. 

Where is the rope that gave you hope? ) ReT3ea 4 - 
Halloo, halloo ; ^ 

Where is the rope that gave you hope 
Until the day the bloody thing broke 
And we all came tumbling down. 

Continue in the same way: 

Where are the legs that used to slog? 

And now they're not even fit for a dog 

Where are the hands that used to grip? 

Until the day the bloody things slipped 

Where is thesmile you used to wear? 

And now your face is beyond repair 
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Where are the jokes you used to crack? 

Until the day you broke your back 

Where are your arms that used to haul? 

Until the day you had your fall 

Where are your fists that used to jam? 

And now they're like a soft squashed ham 

Where is the pitch that gave you the s-its 
And now we have to pick up the bits ■ - • 

Vtfhere is the thing you used as a sling? 

Until the day you had your swing 

Where is the peg you used to trust? 

Until the day the bloody thing bust 

114 . CLIMBING- SONG. 

(Tune: John Brown's Body) 

Chorus: Glory, glory, what a hell of a way to die (3X) 
And he ain't gonna climb no more. 

He started down the abs ail without a belay rope (3X) 

He ain't gonna climb no more. 

The karabiner opened when he -was halfway down (3X) 

And he ain't gonna climb no more. 

His body made a whistling noise as it fell down the 

face (3X) 

And he ain't gonna climb no more. 
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We scraped him off the calcite like a 
And he ain't gonna climb no more. 


lump of strawberry 

jam (3X) 


115. WORLD OP OUR OWN . 

Close the door, light the light, 

We're staying home tonight, 

Par away from the bustle and the bright city lights, 
Let them all fade away- just leave us alone 
And we'll live in a world of our own. 

We'll build a world of our own 
That noone else can share, 

All our sorrows we'li leave far behind us there 
And I know you will find there'll be peace of mind 
When we live in a world of our own. 

Oh my love, oh my love, 

I've cried for you so much 

Lonely nights without sleeping when I've longed for 

your touch, 

Now your lips can assuage the heartache I've known 
Come with me to a world of our own. (Repeat twice) 

116. ON TOP OP OLD SMOKEY . ' 

On top of old Smokey 
All covered with snow, 

I lost my_true lover 
Por courting too slow. 






For courting’s a pleasure 
And parting is grief, 

And a false hearted lover 
Is worse than a thief. 

A thief will just roh you - 
And take what you have, 

But a false hearted lover 
Will lead to the grave 

The grave will decay you 
And turn you to dust 
Not one boy in a hundred 
A poor girl can trust. 

He'll hug you and kiss you 
And tell you more lies 
Than cross ties on a railroad 
Or stars in the sky. 

Come all you young maidens 
And listen to me 
Never hang your affection 
On a green willow tree. 

The leaves they will wither 
The roots they will die 
And you'll be forsaken 
And never know why. 


108 






llT ^YOU ARE MY SUNSHINE . 

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine-,... 

You make me happy when skies are grey 
You'll, never know, dear, how much I love~you_, 

Please don't take my sunshine away. 

The other, night, love as I lay sleeping, 

I dreamt that you were by my side, 

Came disillusion as I awoke,dear, 

You were gone and then I cried. 

Repeat first verse. 

118. GHOST RIDERS IN THE SKY. 

-- ' -- 

Chorus: Yippee i-ay 
Yippee i-o 

Ghost riders in the-. sky. 

An old cowpoke went riding out one dark and stormy day, 

Up on a ridge he rested as he went along his way 
When all at once a mighty herd of red-eyed cows he saw, 

A ploughin' thro' the ragge^ skies and up a cloudy draw. 

Their brands were still on fire andtheir hoofs were made 

of steel, 

Their horns were, black and shiny andtheir hot breath 

he could feel, 

A bolt of fear shot through him. as they thundered thro' 

the sky, 

For he saw the riders awg fcarh and heard their mournful 
• - - cry. 
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Their faces gaunt, their eyes tunning and shirts all 

soaked with sweat, 

They're riding hard to catch that herd, but they ain't 

caught them yet, 

Cause they've got to ride forever on that range up in 

the clouds, 

A tryin' to catch the devils herd across these endless 

skies. 

The riders loped on by him, he heard one call his name, 

If you want to-save your soul from hell a riding on our 

range, 

Then cowboy change your ways tods$,v or with us you will ride, 

A tryin' to catch the devil's herlf across these endless skies. 

119. SAAR KOM DIE ALABAMA . 

Daar kom die Alabama, die Alabama ait kom oor die see (2X) 
Nooi, nooi, die riet-kooi nooi, ) 

Die riet-kooi is gemaak )Repeat 

Die riet-kooi is vir my gemaak ) 

Om daarop te slaap ) 

0 Alabama! 0 Alabama! ) p + 

Die Alabama kom oor die see.) n ^ 
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